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The In-Between and the Forgotten
Kristi Snodgrass

He had lived for over a thousand years.
When he was locked away in the white void, he was still young. As an eighteen-year-old
faery with a long lifespan of lasting youth ahead of him, he had only just begun his training, had
barely ventured through the land that was to be his kingdom. But now? Now, he was far older
than his parents had been before he was separated from them. Now, with the looking glass that
he used his Gift to create upon waking up in the endless white, he had finally seen all of his
kingdom. From the frozen northern mountains to the bright western forests to the small eastern
villages to the open southern shores—he left no place unchecked.
And he had seen how lost it had become in the hands of another.
Caldor. That bastard who had once been his friend, had tricked him into believing there
was something more, had looked him in the eye while he lay there bleeding and smiled as he
locked him away with no means of escape, had killed his— That unforgivable bastard, with the
easily won loyalty of those traitorous lords, had taken power and proclaimed himself king within
a single night.
But seizing power was just the beginning for Caldor.
Stuck in the endless void, the trapped faery could only watch through his silent looking
glass in horror as Caldor brought darkness upon the land. He had watched as Caldor stilled the
waters of the southern shores, razed the rebelling eastern villages to the ground, and choked the
life out of the western forests, sparing only the North from his direct terror and instead leaving its
descent into darkness in the hands of the just as cruel Northern Lord, who had become his
second-in-command.
He had watched as Caldor unleashed all of his dark anger and resentment on the innocent,
harmless humans. The once countless, peaceful human villages and towns were bathed in blood
then destroyed by Caldor’s orders. Any remaining humans were either directly enslaved or
forcibly relocated to a small, human-only territory carved out of the eastern lands, where their
endless labor could easily be controlled and exploited.
And the halflings. Oh god the halflings. Those beautiful miracles, testaments to the truth
that love knows no bounds—they didn’t stand a chance. Caldor may have hated humans, but he
was still willing to allow their meager survival in order to use them as he wished. But with

halflings? The trapped faery didn’t need a looking glass to understand that Caldor’s resentment
for them went far beyond simple hate. He had watched with tears in his eyes and pleas on his lips
as Caldor ordered their absolute end. He had lost count of all of the executions, the successful
hunting parties, the public beatings, and the severing of families that led to the diminishing of
halfling lives.
Of course, some were quick enough to hide away or were lucky enough to look more like
a full human or faery and let their halfling identity fade into mere memory. However, this poor
attempt at consolation did little to ease the trapped faery’s sorrow and guilt. The darkness on the
other side of the looking glass was simply too vast and unending.
He had seen enough.
Centuries had passed since he stopped looking into the glass. A fine layer of dust, a thing
somehow still possible in the white void, had settled onto its reflective surface, but he didn’t
bother wiping it away. There was no point. Meeting his eyes in the blurred looking glass one last
time and noticing the dull glaze that had long taken over his once brilliant green eyes, he turned
around and began walking away.
He had seen enough, and he didn’t want to see any more.
He stopped walking after only a few steps. The void was endless, but he didn’t need to go
far. The dagger was already in his hand. Crafted with his Gift, the small blade was made of silver
and etched with the intricate symbols that no amount of time could make him forget, even when
time robbed him of his father’s laugh, his mother’s smile.
A tear slid down his pale face. He thought he’d be past crying by this point. Those early
years were filled with nothing but tears. Days as endless as the void were spent wracked with
guilt and sorrow over his own loss and the loss that he had brought upon so many innocents on
the other side of the looking glass. He thought he’d drown in his tears, had wanted to.
He quickly brushed his cheek with the back of his hand. He wanted to do this brave. He
wasn’t brave then, had been young and foolish and a coward. This time though, centuries of
regret and sorrow later, he would be brave. It was the least he could do.
With steady hands, he raised the dagger to his chest. With a release of breath, he closed
his eyes to the blinding white. In that moment, he was ready to accept the dark.
But in that very moment of acceptance, when everything was about to end and begin all
at once, when the silence seemed deafening—the silence broke.

No!
His eyes snapped open. The looking glass had never once offered sound; it was never
made to. He wasn’t even using it, let alone facing it. The impossibilities rang throughout his
mind, telling him to not look back, to close his eyes once more, and to finish what needed to be
done.
He was never good at listening to others, even when that someone was himself.
With his breath held tight, he turned to face the looking glass, and his once so sure hands
immediately began to shake. His eyes filled with tears, and the dagger slipped from his grasp.
He had lived for over a thousand years, and for centuries that looking glass had shown
him nothing but never-ending death and cruelty and darkness. But in that darkest of moments,
when the past had seemed irredeemable and the future entirely lost, he saw light in the looking
glass.
He saw hope.

